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P to Dario Aug. 2, 1944 
Dear Dario, 
 Well, well, our paths were close together last Friday if they 
did not meet. 
 I was in Charleston Thurs. night and in Mattoon about noon 
Friday.  It was certainly bad luck.  I want to Mattoon to get 
molding for picture frames and wasn’t there more than ½ hour.  
So Friday I was not at home until late afternoon and at night.  I 
think I was visiting the neighbors.  My brother is gone most of the 
day now also.  Next time if you get a furlough, send me a card 
saying when and where you will be; if within my range I’ll find 
you. 
 The continuously hot weather finally gets on my nerves—
the same thing each day, with everything thirsting for water, with 
the thought of the waste of it each spring.  Yesterday Charleston 
had a good rain.  Water stood in the fields, but not a drop came 
here.  Clouds are getting up today, so maybe—I have become 
discouraged with the garden and don’t like to look at them any 
more.  Some of the stuff is doing fairly well.  I have one garden 
that dry weather can’t affect so much-- it is low black dirt that 
stays moist underneath.  It is the garden at my Grandfather’s 
house, has been farmed continuously for more than 100 years.  
The house is across the valley south from here about 300 yards 
anyway. 
 I put out some peanuts this year.  I don’t understand how 
the nuts are produced exactly, but I intend to find out.  Many 
years ago I had a row of peanuts and was told then that each 
bloom had to be covered with dirt.  That is all bunk for there 
wouldn’t be any if that had to be done.  The bloom goes 
underground itself some way.  I’ll find out before the season is 
over—if I have to pull a plant from the ground. 
 I’m getting into your art book, am about half way, have 
finished Cezanne.  The writer is biased—he gives the moderns all 
the space.  Sargent, certainly the best of late portrait painters, 
gets less than a paragraph.  He was certainly the equal of the old 
masters and besides he got light in his pictures which they did 
not. 
 I don’t get his argument concerning Cezenne.  I have seen a 
good many originals by C. and in my opinion he was not up to 
snuff technically.   In an article I read, the writer confirmed my 
belief.  C. was subject to explosions of temper and it seems was 
not very well balanced.  I am willing to forget those things if he 
produced likeable pictures—but I have never seen one I would 
care to live with.  This writer of your book enthuses so about C.  I 
fear he sees things in C. work that are not there and that C. did 
not see himself.  In one the tree close up, mountains back he 
raves about “plastic” organization, etc. 
 
The way the foliage of his follows edge of mountain was bad 
composition to me. 
 Some ten days ago I was in Terre Haute.  I saw there an 
exhibit of modern art from N.Y.  Some of them were frightful, 
hard to believe that any one pretending to paint life would 
execute any thing so bad.  They were all crude, rough, and harsh, 
so much so that some in the gallery’s permanent exhibit of the 
modern sort looked weak by comparison.  If those things are art 
then the colored garish postcards we buy are masterpieces. 
 Getting back to your book, these writers have to have 
something to write about.  They can get a wrong slant just as 
these painters can.  They start out to write a book of a certain 
size. So, a lot of the writing is just space filler or wording.  It may 
seem strange to you, but I care less to read books of art, those 
that discuss, than I do other books.  I like the technical books on 
art.  I guess we are forever set in our groove as to what is best 
and know we won’t change.  So maybe that is why I don’t 
I care much to read about the relative merits or demerits of 
pictures.—it is just somebody’s opinions as opposed to my own.  
And I think mine is best after all—best for me certainly.  You 
have heard of the fellow who said “Of all my wife’s relations, I 
still love myself the best of all.” 
 As for myself realism can be carried too far in a picture.   I 
see many in the exhibits that I don’t like for that reason.  Modern 
art is the reactions from too much realism and it is just as far off 
the road of art as extreme realism.  Somewhere between the two 
extremes is the happy medium, some realism, some suggestion, 
and imagination, maybe is the right formula=--that is the way I 
see it now. 
 I get some painting done each week outside the studio.  I 
can’t stand the heat there except mornings.  John Colliers from 
Casey comes each Thurs. afternoon and we paint, lately at the 
river.  Otherwise I might not get out much by myself—it takes 
more effort to go alone.  I haven’t done anything new or startling 
this summer.  I wish Illinois was a better painting ground.  I 
would get more done if I could find something to enthuse about.  
My enthusiasm takes a high dive each summer when each day 
the thermometer reaches 90-100 degrees with no rain.  That is, 
stating the law, my energy sustains an inverse relation to the 
temperature—within limits. 
 I hadn’t heard from you for so long, I thought you might be 
gone abroad.  Am glad you are still here.  I have three grand 
nephews in the army.  One is radio man in the Ferry Command 
and has been in India twice, Italy, England, Scotland, Iceland, 
Greenland, Brazil, Africa, one or more.  One other has just arrived 
in Naples, in ground troops, other boy, youngest, just now in 
army. 
 It appears that our quarrel with the Germans will soon 
come to a close.  Today the German line in France has crumbled 
and I look for a rout.  All the bombing must have destroyed roads 
back of German lines, so Germany will go back on the run to new 
lines that won’t hold long.  Then when they see they can’t hold us 
and we are near German borders they will quit.  The key to the 
thing is air power.  Other things being more or less equal, the 
side with the control of the air will win these times.  It is the 
deciding factor; destruction of everything the enemy has to make 
war, it is invading in the vertical dimension that precedes 
invasion in the horizontal.  If there is nothing much left of 
Germany but a pile of stones, I’ll not grieve—they brought it on 
themselves in their colossal ignorance. 
 Last night I finished reading an interesting book, “Wingate’s 
Raiders.”  Wingate is the English officer who took Ethiopia from 
the Italians and then went to India.  He led a raid into Burma with 
a few hundred men that kept the Japs in hot water.  This book 
tells about it.  Wingate was killed last winter in an aeroplane 
wreck. 
 You asked about exhibits of pictures.  There isn’t many in 
summer.  I sent two to Nashville a few days ago for the fall 
exhibition—to start soon.  You recall when you were here we 
painted in the woods here.  Do you remember the one I worked 
on that day?  Last spring I sent it to the exhibition in Nashville 
and it sold awhile back.  I received $80 for it.  It was size 22X30. 
 You may know that all lumber is rationed now.  I can’t have 
molding made without getting a permit from the ration board.  I 
learned that all molding in stock can be sold, without permit.  
There is still some in Mattoon.  I bought a supply of boards for 
boxes to ship pictures in.  I may be using that lumber for frames 
before I get enough molding.  People bought this lumber rationing 
on themselves.  No matter how high in price they kept buying and 
I am told, some stored it.  In a way I am sort of glad it come on.  
It will stir up resentment in a lot of people who may vote against 
Roosevelt.  I don’t know your politics.  I had a pretty good opinion 
of R. for two terms but his wanting to own the place after that 
was too much for me with my ideas that in a so-called 
democracy we should lave democracy and not a kingdom.  I 
would be against Geo. Washington, Lincoln or anyone else for a 
third term.  I don’t believe that anyone is good enough for that 
long a time—they are expendable.  So I am “agin” R.  I never did 
vote for him and voted against him the last time and will do this 
time.  Geo. Washington refused to be king; but that isn’t R.  He 
will take it without being asked to do so. 
 If you are acquainted with the history of Texas, you will 
recall that Sam Houston could have been king, emporer or 
anything else in Texas—if he had been so minded.  But he 
showed his greatness by not being selfish and not grabbing 
opportunities for more power.  Believe it or not, there were 
senators and representatives in Congress who opposed the 
coming of Texas into the Union of States.  Andy Jackson the 
Pres. and Sam H. were friends, so they waited some years until 
the time was right, then Texas come into the Union.  I have often 
thought what if Sam Houston had not been Sam H. but a Hitler, a 
Mussolini, or some other insect, who cares for nothing but 
himself—well, the U.S. would not be the size it is now.  We don’t 
have many in public life like Sam H. in his life.  
 When Sam H. was Pres. of Texas his white house was two- 
room log cabin on the banks of the river in Austin.  He had lived 
with the Indians much of his life and they came and camped by 
his house weeks at a time.  At such times he would eat with 
them and praise them for the fine flavor of their dog meat. 
 This is a warm day if one judges by the way it feels.  No 
breeze to speak of as on some days.  If I remember, the weather 
report said increasing winds.  That I take it would be a result of 
the hurricane off the Carolinas approaching.  I would think it 
would stir up breezes even this far inland to feed the whirl—I 
remember a day or so after the Galveston hurricane we had 
strong winds and hard rain—the tail end of that storm. 
 I am peeved that we didn’t get together. But maybe better 
luck next time. 
 If you wish to loan your book to someone else I’ll hurry 
through it, if not I’ll take more time. 
 Yes, Hoover is going, also Miss Smith in the library. She 
goes to Champaign in the U. 
 Sincerely and best wishes, 
 Paul 
 
